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fumed chambers, nor in rich banquets, nor in the pleasure of the bed, nor in books or poetry, could it find rest. The very light of day was odious to me ; and all that was not like him, except groans and tears, was a thing of hate and affliction. In tears alone did I find some rest.'
The love that speaks thus after a silence of thirty years—and such years as Augustine had seen—was assuredly ' stronger than death.' Unhappily, these beautiful pages of the Confessions are marred by the painful exaggeration of Augustine's later attitude. No one can read without deep respect and sympathy Augustine's eloquent claim that even this human love must be sanctified in God and supported by the clear vision of immortal life. But it is another matter when he goes on to denounce 'the impurity of such affections,' because they remain on the level of humanity. There are some who think the violent
